IN CONSTANTINOPLE

the gravel, talked, smoked, and drank orangeade,
which a servant brought to them on a silver tray.
Now and then from within the mosque came to us
the loud murmur of praying voices. The soldiers of
the body-guard descended the hill from the gates of
Yildiz on foot, leading their horses, and assembled
outside the courtyard. They were followed by a
brilliant squadron of cavalry In dark-blue-and-red
uniforms, with green-and-red saddle-cloths; their
blood-red flag was borne before them, and their own
music accompanied them. The soldiers in yellowish
brown had piled arms and were standing at ease,
smoking and talking. Twenty minutes perhaps
went by, then a Gladstone bag was carried out of the
mosque. We all gazed at It with reverence. What
was in it? Or, if there was nothing, what had been
recently taken out of it? I never shall know* As the
bag vanished, a loud sound of singing came from
within, and a troop of palace guards in vivid-red
uniforms, with white-and-red toques trimmed with
black astrakhan, marched into the court led by an
officer. Some gendarmes followed them. Then the
chief of police tripped forward with nervous agility,
and made us all cross over and stand with our backs
to the bank In a long line. An outrider, dressed in
green and gold, and holding a big whip, rode In on
a huge strawberry-roan horse. Behind him came
a green-and-red brougham with satin cushions,
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